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self, I like the boy, and if I can save him from
wasting himself I will.

Viola contributed very little to the conversation,
and only once or twice did Anquetil turn aside to
wonder what was going on in her head. He had
not noticed Viola much, beyond registering briefly
that she was at the slim, swaying age of girlhood,
as tremulous as a plant in a stream. It was an age
that had its own loveliness, but Anquetil's apprecia-
tion was impersonal; his taste in women was for
something more sophisticated. Not for women of
fashion; no! remembering the duchess. But there
were deep, wise women, with whom he could talk;
women who knew life; those were the women that
Anquetil liked.

It was Sebastian's suggestion that they should
go up on to the roof.

He shut Sarah and Henry into the library, and,
taking a candle, led the way. Anquetil was moved
by this vision of the boy passing, candle in hand,
through the shadows and splendours of his in-
heritance. For the great rooms had lain in darkness
till the candle disturbed them; the great rooms of
state, that were never used now, but preserved
their ancient furnishings, their gildings and vel-
vets, and seemed in the light of the candle to
flutter still with a life that had but barely departed
from them. Such illumination was far more sug-
gestive than the light of day, by which Anquetil
had first seen them. Then, the silver tripods, the
portraits, the tapestry, the long, polished floors, had
stood out plainly visible, silent and motionless,